*    TRAVEL    *

nothing or nobody. Turnpike gates fly open the moment
she crowns the overhanging hill, as if by magic, and
turnpike men are dumb at her approach 5 at lodge
gates, servants are sent out to wait for the mail; horse-
keepers dream of the mail long before they hear the
guard's well-known twang, and the horses themselves
seem to understand, as if by instinct, that their best
pace is required for the mail.'

One finds this same absorption in coaching on all
sides. One of the sights of London was the mails 'quickly
on the move up Constitution Hill en masse, like a fleet
in full sail. Now the Devonport Quicksilver leads, Ward
pulling at his good little chestnut thoroughbred leaders
to keep them from springing as they hear the Bristol
bars rattling alongside. Now the Bristol gets upon terms
with her beyond the " Packhorse" at Turnham Green,
each struggling for the change at Hounslow, longo inter-
alto roll steadily along the old Exeter, Gloucester, Poole
and Bath, Portsmouth and Stroud bringing up the rear.
And now come and take your stand at the door of the
"Peacock" at Islington, and see the North country mails
arrange themselves, giving the passengers just time
enough for the night's campaign. Up comes the little
thick-set porter of the inn, shouting, "Now Holyhead,
Leeds and Glasgow, Woburn, Dunstable or St. Albans,"
and off go the coaches,'

But the grandest day of all was the Sovereign's birth-
day, when there was a procession of mail coaches from
the City to the West-end and through Hyde Park, usu-
ally passing the Postmaster General's house on the way.
Herr von Raumer, a German visitor to England, was
much impressed. He writes:

'Such  a  splendid  display of carriages-and-four   as
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